Though nurtured like the sailing moon

In beauty's murderous brood,

She walked awhile and blushed awhile,

And on my pathway stood

Until I thought her body bore

A heart of flesh and blood.

But since I laid a hand thereon
And found a heart of stone
I have attempted many things
And not a thing is done,
For every hand is lunatic
That travels on the moon.

She smiled and that transfigured me

And left me but a lout,

Maundering here, and maundering there,

Emptier of thought

Than the heavenly circuit of its stars

When the moon sails out.
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Thou blind mans marke, thou fooles selfe chosen snare,
Fond fancies scum, and dregs of scattred thought,
Band of all evils, cradle of causelesse care,
Thou web of will, whose end is never wrought.
Desire, desire I have too dearely bought
With prise of mangled mind thy worthlesse ware,
Too long, too long asleepe thou hast me brought.
Who should my mind to higher things prepare.
But yet in vaine thou hast my ruine sought,
In vaine thou madest me to vaine Things aspire,
In vaine thou kindlest all thy smokie fire.
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